NOT        ACCORDING        TO         RULES

the ditch suddenly appeared out of the blackness at
his elbow.

" Two men hit, sir/' he announced. " Gunner
Perkins and Gunner White."

"Badly?"

" No, sir.   Flesh wounds in arm and leg."

" Can they walk ? "

" I should think so, sir."

" Well, clap a field dressing on them and send them
back to the Battery. They can find their way if they
keep touch with the telephone wire. But they'll have
to go alone. I can't spare a man."

The bombardier disappeared.

" Couldn't be blacker, could it ? " observed the
Gunner subaltern. " I mean the night," he hastened
to add.

There was no moon, and only a few stars high in
the dark sky. Night had drawn the veil completely
round them. Since the fall of utter darkness their
machine-guns had preserved silence. Each gunner
kept a finger on the trigger, straining his eyes for the
slightest sign of movement in the gloom before him.
It was one of those black nights when bushes seem to
walk. As time passed, and the suspense of waiting
grew greater, it was difficult to resist the temptation
to open fire on them. Occasionally, from the ditch, a
rifle did crack. When that happened it was usually
answered from the hidden enemy by a spasm of
machine-gun fire.

" Those flashes look a bit closer," said the Machine-
Gun officer after one of these spurts.

" I thought so, too," his companion agreed*
" They're working nearer. It's about an hour, isn't it,
since we saw the last movement."

" Yes.   Time we found out what's going on."

Popping a cartridge in his Very Light pistol, the
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